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Fellowes as I do, crawling bet wccnc Heauen and Earth. 
Wc arc arranc Knaues all, beleeue none of vs . Goe thy 
wayes to a Nunnery. Where's your Father ? 
Of he. At home, my Lord. 

Ham. Let the doores be fhut vpon him, that he may 
play the Foolc no way, but in's o>vnc houfe* Farewell. 
Ophe. O helpc him,you fweet Heauens. 
Ham. Ifthoudoeft Marry, He giue thee this Plague 
for thy Dowric.Bc thou as chaft as ]ce,as pure as Snow, 
thou fhalt not efcape Calumny. Get thee to a Nunnery. 
Go, Farewell. Or if thou wilt needs Marry,marry a fool : 
for Wife men know well enough, what mongers you 
make of them. To a Nunnery go, and quickly too. Far- 
well. 

Ophe. G heaucnly Powcrs^eftorc him. 
Ham. I hauc heard of your prathngs too wel enough. 
God has giuen you one pace,and you make your felfe an- 
other: you gidge,you amble,and you lifpc, and nickname 
Gods creature?, and make your Wantonnefle, your Ig- 
norance .Go too, lie no more on't, it hath made me mad, 
I fay, we will haue no more Marriages . Thofe that are 
married already, all but one ihali hue, the red fhall keep 
as they are, To a Nunnery,go. Exit Hamlet. 

Ophe. O what a Noble minde is heere o're-thrownc ? 
The Courtier£,SoIdicrs k Scholiers : Eye,tongue, (word, 
Th'expeSlanfic aid Rofe of the faire State, 
The glaflc of Falhion, and the mould of Forme, 
Th'obfcru'd of all Obferuers, quite,quite downe. 
Haue I of Ladies moft dciedt and wretched, 
Thatfuck'd theHonie of his MufickeVowes : 
Now fee that Noblc,and moft Soueraigne Reafon, 
Like fw^ct Bcls tangled out of ttmcand harfh, 
That vnmatch/d Forme and Featm e of blowne youth, 
Blafted with extafie. Oh woe is me, 
T'haue fcene whar I hauc fecne : tic what I fee.' 

Enter King, andPohnim. 
King. Loue ?His affedions do not that way tend, 

Nor what he fpakc, chough it lack'd Forme a little, 

Was not like Madneffc. There's fomething in his foule ? 

O're which his Melancholly firs on brood, 

And I do doubt the hatch, and the dil clole 

Will beiome danger, which to pvetienc 

I hauc in quicke determination 

Thus fet it downe. He fhall with fpeed to England 

For the demand of our neglc&ed Tribute : 

Haply the Seas and Counties different 

With variable Obiecls, &$}texpell 

This fomething fetlecj matter in his heart : 

Whereon hisBraines fiill bearing, puts him thus 

Fromfafhion or>imfc!fe. Vv r hat thinke you on't? 
Tel. It &zll do yv"?H« lint yet do I beleeue 

The Origin aiid, Commencement of this greefe 
Sprung from neglected loue, How.ncfw Ophelia f 

You ffeede not cell vs, what Lord Hamlet faide, 

Wehe^d v^U. My Lord,doa S youpicafe^ 
But if you hold it fit after the Play, > 

Let his Queene Mother all alone intreat him 
Tc fliew hi?Grcefco : let her be round with him, 
And j ie be piae'd fo, pleaft you in the care 
Of all their Conference. If flic finde him not, 
To England fend him : Or confine him where 
Your wife-dome belt fl^U thinke. 

King. It fhalibefo; 
MadnetTe m great Ones, muft not vn watch'd go. 

Exeunt* 


Enter Hamlet, and two or three of the Pfc 


\ Ham. Spcake the Speech I pray you as U 
It to you trippingly on the Tongue : &utV v 
as many of your Players do,I hadas Hue ch J T, ^ N 
had fpoke my Lines : Nor do not fa w the w ^ 
your hand thus, but vie all gently ; f orin t0o Ni 
rcnc,Tcmpcft J and(a,Imayfayj the Wh ir &^ 
Paffion, you muft acquire and beget a Ten/ of 
may giue it SmoothneiTe. O n offends m ce ?'T C " ^ 

toieearobufliousPery-wig-patedFellow 2? ^ 
on to tatters, to veric rao gcs , t0 fpKl fa 

Groundlings: who (for the moft parr) ar " °. f *e 

no*ing,but inexplicable dumbe fhewes & no? of 

haue fuch a Fellow whipt for a're-doing T et 1 Coul( J 

out-/WV Herod. Pray you auoid it. §3,ic ; % 

Player. 1 warrant your Honor. 




That you ore-flop not the modeftic of Nature IT 
thing fo ouer-done, is fro thepurpofcof Pbyta & 52 
end both at the firft and now, was and is 5 to hold ? 
the Mirrour vp to Nature; to ftew Vcrcuet r 
Feature Scorne her owne Image, and the verie Ao^ 
Bodie of the Time, his forme and preflhre . N ow t 

ouer-done, or come tardie oft;though it make the v ; J 
full laugh, cannot but make the ludiciousgrce^. TK 

{ cenfure of the which One, muft in your allowance 
I way a whole Theater of Others. Oh, there bee 
that I haue feene Play, and heard others praife, and ha 
h,ghly(nottpipeakeitprophanely)tharneytherhauin 
the accent ofChriflians, nor ihcgateofChriflian 
or Norman, haue fo ftrutted and bellowed, thnYta^ 
thought foraeof Natures Iquerney-men had roidertteJ 
and not made them well, they imitated Humanity fo.ab- 
hominably. 

Pkj. I hope we haue refcrnfd that indifferently with 
vs,Sir. J 

:k Ham. Orcforme it altogether. And let thofe that 
play your Clownes/pcake no more then is fet downe for 
them. For there be of them, that will themfciues laugh, 
to fet on fome quantitie of barren ipeS.2>ors to laugh 
too, though in the meane tinie^ fomc neccflary Qnefl'bn 
of the Play be then to be considered: that's Vilbnou?, & 
fliewcsa^moftpittiful! Ambition in the Toole that vfes 
it, Gomakeyoureadie, Exit Players. 

Enter Tolonim y 7$oj?ncraxce t avA Gmllwfimt. 

How now nvy Lord, 

Will the Kmg hearc this peece of Worke? 
Pol. And the Queene too t and that prefently. 
Ham. Bid the Players make haft. Exit PoloniM. 
Will you two helpe to haften them ? 

'Both. We will my Lord. Exeunt. 

Enter Horatio. 
Ham. What ho*, Horatio? 
Hera. Heere fweet Lord, at your Seruice. 
Ham. //t?r4fi<7,thouarteene3siuftaman 
As ere my Conuerfation coap'd vvithalh 
Hora. O my deere Lord* 
Ham. Nay,do not thinke I flatter: 
For what aduancement may I hope from thee, 
Th2t no I^euehnew haft, but thy good fpirits 
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C^^d & cloath thee. Why fliold the poor be flatter'd ? 
No let the Candied tongue, like abfurd pompe, 
And crookc the pregnant Hindges of the knee, 
VVhcrc thrift may follow faining ? Doit thou heare, 
Since my deerc Soule was Miftris of my choyfe, 

could of men diftinguifli, her election 
^ath feal'd thee for her lelfe. For thou haft bene 

one in fuffering all, that farters nothing* 
^ man that Fortunes buffets.and Rewards 
flath 'tane with equal! Thankes. And bleft are thofe, 
yyhofe Blood and ludgement are fo well co-mingled, 
That they are not a Pipe for Fortunes finger, 
f 0 found what flop (lie pleafe. Giue me that man, 
That is not Pa (lions Slaue, and 1 wi!! wearc him 
f n my hearts Core: I,in my Heart of heart, 
A$ I do thee. Something too much of this. 
There is a Play to night before the King, 
OneScoeneof it comes necre the Circuasftance 
Which I haue told thee,of my Fathers death. 
I prythee, when thou fee*ft that'A&e a-foot, 
Euen with the verie Comment of my Soule 
Qbferue mine Vnkle : If his occulted guilt, 
Do not it felfe vnkenncll in one fpeech, 
It is a damned Ghoft that we haue fecne : 
^nd my Imaginations are as foule 
As Vulcans Scythe. Giue him needful! note, 
for I mine eyes will riuet to his Face : 
And after wc will both our iudgements ioyne, 
To cenfure of his feeming. 

Hora. Well my Lord. 
If he ftealc ought the whif ft this Play is Playing, 
And fcape detecting, I will pay the Theft. 

Enter King j Queene, PokniHs^Ophelia^ Ro finer &nQe\ 
(fuildenft erne .and other Lords attendant with 
hts Guard carrying Torches. Dani/b 
21 arch . Sound a Flourifh . 

Ham. They are comming to the Play : I muft be idle. 
Get you a place. 

King. How fares our Cofin Hamlet ? 
Ham. Excellent Ifaith, of the Camelions difti : I eate 
the Ayre promife-cramm'd, you cannot feed Cr pons fo. 

King. I haue nothing with this znfazz Hamlet, thefe 
words are not mine. 

Ham. No,norminc. Now my Lord,you plaid once 
i ! trTVmuerfity,you fay? 

/Vtfff.That I did my Lord, and was accounted a good 
Ador. 

Bam. And what did you ena<5t ? 
Pol. I did em&Iulitufafar,! waskill'duh'Capitol: 
Brutus kill'd me« 

Ham. It wasabruitepartofhim, tokillfoCapitall a 
Calfe there. Be the Players ready ? 
Rofin. I my Lord, they ftay vpon your patience. 

Come hither my good Hamlet fit by me* 
Ha. No good Mother.here's Mettle more attra&iue, 
Pol. Oh ho,do you marke that t 
Ham. Ladie,fhallIlyeinyourLap? 
Ophe. No my Lord. 

Ham. I meanc,my Head vpon your Lap > 
Ophe. 1 my Lord. 

Ham. Do you thinke I meant Country matters ? 
Ophe. I thinke nothing, my Lord., 
Ham. That's a faire thought to ly between Maids legs 
Ophe. What is my Lord f 


Ham. Nothing. 

Ophe. You are merrie^y Lord ? 

Ham. Who I ? 

Ophe. I my Lord. 

Ham. Oh God, your onely Iigge-makcnwnat fliould 
a man do, but be merrie. Forlookcyou how chcercful- 
ly my Mother lookes, and my Father dyed within's two 
Houres. 

Ophe. Nay.'tis twice two moneths 7 my Lord. 

Ham. So long?Nay then let thcDiuel weare blacke, 
for lie haue a fuitc of Sables. Oh Heauens! dye' two mo- 
nethsago, and not forgotten yet t Then there's hope* a 
^reat mans xMemorie, may ont-liue his life haltc a y e?.rc . 
Bur byrlady he muft builde Churches then : oreliefliall 
hefuffer not thinking on, with the Hoby-horffe, whole 
Epitaph is^For o, For o > the Hoby-horfe is forgot. 

Hobojes play. The dumbe Jhew enters . 
Enter a Kmg and Queene } very lomrgly ; the Queene embra- 
cing him. She knee les and makes fbew of P rot e flat ion %nto 
him. He takes her vp 2 and declines his head vpon her nei\ 
Lajes him downe vpon a Ba%k* of F towers . Shejeeing h ;m 
a-fleepe^ leau htm. Anon comes in a Fellow } takes hff bu 
Crewne, kjffes it,and prwres poyfon in the Kings eares^ and 
Exits. The J&ieenereturncs , findes the King dead, and 
makes pa ffion ate jiclton. The Pvyfoner. with fame two or 
three CMutes comes tn agame \ feeming tp lament with her. 
The dead body is carried away : Thu poyfoner Wooes » / he 
Jihieene with Gifts. foe feemes loath andvnwilltng an%i V, 
but in the end, accepts his loue. Exeunt 

Ophe. What meanes this, my Lord ? 
Ham. Marry this is MicUing UWalgchoj that meanes 
Mifchcefe. 

Ophe, Belike this fliew imports the Argument of the 

Play? 

Ham s We fhallknow by thefe Fellowes: the Players 
cannot keepe counfcll, they'l tell all. 

Ophe. Will they tell vs what this fhew meant? 

Ham. I,or any fliew that you'l fliew him, Beenot 
you afham'd to fhew, hee*l not fliame to tell you what it 
meanes. 

Ophe. You are naught, you 3re naught, He marke the 
Play. 

Enter Prologue. 

Tor vs. and for our T raqedie. 

Heere [looping to your Clemencie: 

We begge your hearing Pattentlie. 
Ham. Is this a Prologue, or the Poefie ofa Ring ? 
Ophe. 'Tisbriefemy Lord* 
Ham* As Womansloue. 

Enter King and his Queene. 

King.VM thirtie times hath Phcebus Cart gon round , 
Neptunes fait Wafli, and Tellies Orbed ground: 
And thirtie dozen Mooncs with borrowed fheene, 
About the World haue times twelue thirties becne> 
Since loue our hearts, and Hymen did our hands 
Vnite comutualljin moft faercd Bands. 

Tap ♦ So many iournics may tha Sunne and Moonc 
Make vs againe count o're, ere loue be done. 
But woe is mc, you are fo ficke ot late, 
So farrc from cheere,and from your forme ftate, 
That 1 diftruftyou : yet though I diftruft, 
Difcomfort you (my Lord) it nothing muft : 
For womens Feare and Loue, holds quantise, 
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